THE OBSEQUIES

When he had come to the end of the line, Simon uttered an "Ouf I"
as did everyone else, and moved off. He met Madame fiterlin, who
had not paid her respects to the family, but was discreetly withdrawing,
still supported by her maid.

"Oh, Monsieur Lachaume," she said in her low, weak voice, "I was

hoping to see you. Your article shattered me, utterly shattered me; so

moving, so sensitive; and among all those wonderful things he said, he

it-could still think of me. Lartois did not want me to come this morning;

he feared for my health. But what can my health matter now?"

The Minister, Anatole Rousseau, who had been in the centre of the
crowd all this time, now suddenly found himself alone and, strolling
along a box border, seemed to be amusing himself deciphering the in-
scriptions on the gravestones. Simpn hesitated; and then, his heart
beating, made up his mind.

"Monsieur le Ministre," he said, "I had the honour of being pre-
sented to you last October at the Sorbonne during the ceremony in
memory of the members of the University who died on active service...
Simon Lachaume."

"Ah yes, yes," said the Minister, politely extending his small square
hand: then his glance suddenly became more interested: "Lachaume
... Lachaume... You write, don't you? Oh, but of course, you pub-
lished that article this morning. Yes, I saw it. I liked it very much.
That's right, it's you who knew La Monnerie so well. What are you
doing now?"

As Simon was briefly replying, the Minister raised his stick towards
the pediment of a monument and said: "It's unbelievable what bad
taste they had in those days."

Then, like a man accustomed to wasting no time, he added: "Well,
Monsieur Lachaume, what can I do for you?"

Simon wondered if it was a mistake to approach a Minister without
having any precise business. But since Anatole Rousseau didn't seem to
mind, they went on talking until they reached the cemetery gate. Simon
noticed with pleasure that he was several inches taller than the Minister.

"I wonder where my secretary has got to," said the latter, looking
about him.

Then, turning back to Lachaume, he said: "Have you no car?
Where do you live? In the Quartier Latin? How lucky you are! Fm
going your way, I've got to get back to the Ministry. I'll give you a
lift"

* "Sitting rather askew in the back of the big Delaunay-Belleville, Simon
was uncertain whether to keep his hat on or not. In the end he took
his bowler off as naturally as he could,

" Make yourself comfortable; here, put this over your knees, if s none
too warm," said the Minister, dragging a big fur rug over their legs, as
fcif they were going on a long journey.
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